useless: my neck and chest are part of the dust of Seville. Should
you ever do it to one of your contemporaries, remember that
your weight, concentrated on the nape of a tall man's neck, will
fatigue him more than he will admit."

"Thank you: I had no such intention. One question more
before the train stops. Were you as sure of your fascination when
you were alive as you are now?"

"Conceited, they used to call it. Not naturally: I was born a
shy man. But repeated assurances confirmed me in a favorable
opinion of my attractions, which, I beg you to recollect, only
embittered my existence."

The train stopped; and he rose and walked through the wood
and glass of the door. I had to wait for the guard to unlock it. I
let down the window, and made a bid for a last word and look
from him.

"Adieu, Don Giovanni!" I said.

"Lively young English lady, adieu. We shall meet again, within
eternity."

I wonder whether we shall, some day. I hope so.

r st August 1887*
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